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A Strange Encounter 


Author's Notes: 
Hey lovelies! I'm back with yet another story, this popped into my head yesterday and | just wanted to get it 


out there! I'm really excited for this story, | can't wait to see it pan out! | hope you all enjoy! 


In the lobby of my shitty apartment resides the mailbox. | never check it because | know no one cares about 


me and would never send me a letter, but today | had a sneaking suspicion that things might be different. 
As it turns out, | was right. 


There it was, a letter addressed to me. Whoever sent it didn't leave a name or return address, fuck | hope its 


not a death threat. 


| carried on my business, locking my mailbox with the key that resides on my lanyard, a lanyard that | stole 
from my boyfriend months ago. He saw me take it, all he did was chuckle and give me a kiss. | was desperate, | 


needed a lanyard! 


As | make my way up the first flight of stairs and down the hall, | wonder to myself who it could've been. 
Yes, | know. The second floor is shitty but still better than the first floor. | used to live on the third floor but 
there was a fucking rat infestation in my place so they moved me up to the second, my rent staying the 
same. 

There's this annoying punk who lives right under me, always talking so fucking loud and playing his bass 
ridiculously early in the morning! The next time he does it | plan on breaking his air conditioner. That'll show 
him. 

| fumble around with my lanyard, dropping it and picking it up to find someone standing right beside me. 
"Who're you?" | give the guy a suspicious stare, but I'm unable to determine their intentions. 

He hands me an envelope that he pulled from his back pocket, | slightly cringe at the warmth of the paper. 
"I believe this is for you. It was in my mailbox." 

Another letter? What the fuck? 


"Uh thank you." Not my best response but I'm currently out of it so | don't give a horse's ass. 


Ive gotta run, I'll see you around. Nice to meet you David." He gives me a brief smile before turning on his 
heel, his long sandy blonde hair swishing behind him. 


"Uh Dave." | call out. Fuck I'm not on my game today. 

He turns back around, giving me a puzzled look before | elaborate. 

"My name's David but | go by Dave." He gives a small smile and a curt nod before turning back around. 
"ll see you around then, Dave." 


In seconds, he's down the hallway and out of sight. I'm so bewildered by the whole interaction but | pay it no 
mind, I've got more important things to do. Like opening these mystery letters. 


| finally get into my apartment, throwing my keys on the counter and grabbing a knife to open the letters. Yes, 
| know. A knife might be overkill but nothing is worse than paper cuts. 


After carefully ripping the envelope addressed "David", | immediately recognize the writing. James’. 


What the fuck could he want? Him and that shrimp danish motherfucker kicked me out of a band | helped take 
off. Right before recording our first album too. 


‘Dave, 


| know you definitely don't want to hear from your clingy, jackass ex but | had to write to you. 


We just finished recording Kill em All and | hate it. Our new guitarist is a fucking dollar store version of you 
and your abilities. He barely even changed your solos. | also wanted to warn you, | know you asked us not to 
use your songs and we weren't going to but the record company and Lars forced us to. He threatened to kick 
us out if we didn't cooperate, just like when we didn't want you out of the band but he did. I'm so sorry that 
we couldn't have done anything to stop it. | made sure that the record company credits you where credit is 
due. 


On the other hand, | wanted to let you know that | still love and miss you. | know that you're with Cliff but 
that will never change my feelings for you. | know | fucked up and will probably never get the chance to be 
with you again, but | just want you to know that | always think about you. | don't think that the guys know 
about me writing this, so please don't tell them. | don't want to be thrown out on my ass. Do you think if that 
were to happen | could stay with you? My place in the band is on a very very fine line, Lars is constantly 
threatening to kick me out. | know that if that were to happen we wouldn't be together, but | don't know, it 
would just be until | got back on my feet. Anyways, | doubt that'll happen anytime soon 


How're you doing? Do you have a place to stay? | truly hope you do, | would hate myself even more if you 
weren't doing alright. Please tell me that you're not dealing or working in the night again. It turned you into a 
monster last time. | hope you're doing well, | don't want this letter to be too long just in case you want me to 
fuck off and lose your address. 

| still love you, 


Sincerely Jaymz xx’ 


What the fuck did | just read? 


Cryptic Writings. 


Author's Notes: 
| present you with chapter two, | hope it's up to snuff. Chapter three should be up in the next couple of days. 


That motherfucker, where does he think he has the right to write to me all lovey and weepy. | can see his 
fucking tear stains on the paper. 

Fuck, who am | kidding? | still love and care about hin, | just love Cliff more. 

| doubt that I'd ever go back to him but l'm no fortune teller. 

| find some paper and a pen, scribbling out a response to the weirdness | just read. 

‘Dear James; 

Nope, sounds too formal. 

‘Hey James! 

Too enthusiastic. 

| go with the simple route and start with ‘James’. 

‘James, 

Long time no talk huh? I've been decent | guess, l'm living on my own and | work at an auto parts dealership 
driving around a truck delivering orders to mechanix and stuff. Haha see what | did there? No, | don't mind you 
writing, | actually enjoy it, | like staying in touch with you. I'm not dealing and l'm not whoring myself out, or as 
you like to call it "working nights". I'd never do that again, | got pretty fucked up the first time. 

| miss you too, you know | still love you as well. | just don't think what you did is forgivable. 

Do me a favour, tell Lars to go fuck himself next time he tries to bully you. You shouldn't take shit from that 
Darish midget. 

Also, that guitarist, is he the one from exodus? If so, if | remember it correctly, he was fucking sloppy as all 
hell. Why'd you guys choose him? | can play circles around him even when I'm drunk as a skunk. Okay, being 
sober has definitely made everything | say a lot less funny. 

Of course you could stay here if anything happened, and yes | sincerely doubt that anything would happen 


between us, | may still love you but my heart belongs to Cliff. lm sorry that things couldn't have worked out 
but | guess that's just life. How's band life treating you? You guys still staying in the Metallimansion? Oh, 


when're you guys touring? | would come see a show but | fucking hate Lars and would probably strangle that 
new guitarist. | don't want to go to jail so | guess no show for me. You guys gonna be out this way anytime 
soon? I'm kicking it in Hollywood, it would be fucking sunshine and rainbows if it weren't for all the hair "metal" 
posers prancing around in their heels. God those fucking pricks annoy me. Have you listened to any new bands? 
I've been way more into Thin Lizzy, they released a new album called "Thunder and Lightning", it's got that cool 
guitarist John Sykes on guitar! It doesn't even sound like Thin Lizzy, it's actually almost a metal album! If 


you're ever in any record stores you should pick up a copy, you won't be disappointed. 


Anyways, I've gotta pay a visit to my landlord, it's the first of July so my rent is due. Oh shit | forgot to ask, 


when's the album set to come out? | might just give it a listen 


Can't wait to hear back, 


Love, Dave :') ' 
Well I'm no Shakespeare but | think that's a decent letter. 


Scribbling the address on the envelope and throwing on a stamp, | make my way out the door to go find my 


landlord. I'm just gonna mail it now so | can get it over with. 
Fuck, where do | even mail this? Who the hell would know? 
As l'm descending the stairs, of course | trip and fall down the rest of them. 


Disgruntled, | grab both envelopes, one with the letter to James and the other with my rent money, and 


continue down the hallway. 


| stop in front of apartment IOA, holding my hand up to knock, only to see that mysterious guy from earlier 
approaching. | quickly turn my head and knock, pretending | didn't see him. 


When | turned back, he was just gone. Am | going crazy? 
The door flings open, and | see my landlord looking incredibly annoyed. 


"Hiya Dave, got rent on time this month?" Well thanks for reminding me that | always pay rent late, at fucking 
least | pay you. 


"Yes, I've got this and next month's rent." | handed him the envelope, he eyes it and opens it, counting out the 


money. 


"That's fourteen hundred, is it all here?" 


He raises an eyebrow at me, what the fuck is he so suspicious for? 


"Yes it is all there." | stand there and watch him count out the money, when he's done he sticks it back in the 


envelope and shakes my hand. 

"Thanks for bringing it in on time." | give him a small smile. 

"No problem, see ya Mr. Litch." | turn around to go, waving at him before making my way down the hall. 
| stop at the mailbox in the lobby, dropping my letter to James off before setting off again. 


| jog up the stairs and down the hall, fishing my lanyard out of my pocket before sticking it into the lock, only 


to find it unlocked. Fuck, | was sure | locked it on my way out. 


| look around, looking for any signs of disturbance. Nothing in the kitchen, bathroom or living area, but when | 


get to my room | see a note on my pillow. 
| walk up to my bed, sitting down on the edge of it. | examine it closer and notice there's a feather taped to it. 
‘DSM 


| heard from a bird on its dying breath after | threw a rock at it that someone wrote to you. Have you 
opened it yet? 


Okay what the fuck Also, who in the world knows my full name? 

| take the note in hand, before sitting down at the table to read the letter. 

‘DSM 

| see you've finally found me. It's about time you read me. 

During the desperate hours of the sun before it goes down, meet me where you hate most in the town 

It is only there you will find me. 

xx good luck’ 

The end of the letter is signed with a lipstick mark in the shape of lips, so l'm guessing it has something to do 
with a glam band or something. But | am seriously weirded out now, first a fucked up note and now this 
cryptic letter? 

‘The desperate hours of the sun’ must mean sunset, so around 8:00 tonight. Where | hate most is the sunset 


strip, most notably the Rainbow. That's where my least favourite band, Mötley Crue is always playing. Fuck, | 


don't wanna go but | also wanna figure out who this weirdo is. 


| guess that leaves me no choice. 


| take a look at the clock on the wall, its 7:00 now, I've got an hour to kill so | decide on stopping by some 


record stores before going. 


Throwing on my old, dingy leather jacket and my converse, | grab my lanyard and wallet, along with my pack of 
Marlboros, | head out the door, making sure to lock it. 


I've got to go to the parking garage, so | decide to take the elevator instead of the stairs. I've walked the 
stairs enough today anyways. 


| push the down button and wait awkwardly for the elevator. | always feel weird waiting for it, it always takes 
a long time and you never know if there's gonna be people in it or not. 


This time, I'm lucky. It's empty. 


| press the ‘Pl for parking garage one, as well as the door close button. | don't wanna risk anyone else coming 


in here. 
The elevator starts descending, but quickly stops at floor one. 


The doors open and | see him, the strange guy from before. He quickly enters the elevator, hitting the ‘P2: 
button. Fuck, lm stuck with him. 


"Going somewhere?" He asks, what a dumb question. Of course l'm going somewhere idiot. 

"Uh yeah, gonna find some records. You?" | awkwardly look at him, and | notice how handsome he is. 

He's got sun kissed, LA skin with some freckles here and there. His shoulder length honey blonde hair perfectly 
falls around his face, his bangs framing it perfectly. He's got some acne but he's still very attractive. | could 


stare into those beautiful brown eyes for a lifetime. 


"Sounds fun, I'm going to pick up a buddy from work." Like hell if | ever waste my time and gas to pick up 


anyone from work, they should be able to get their own ride. | guess I'm just not a nice person though. 

"| see," the elevator bell rings and the doors open, just in time. "Well I'll see you around then 

"See ya" He gives me a bright smile, his eyes lighting up as he waves. 

| quickly find my truck, a light blue ‘8! Dodge pickup. It's a really nice truck, | bought it with money | had saved 


up when | used to whore myself out and sell drugs. | bought it new, back in ‘BI right before | joined Metallica. | 
left it with my sister, who took great care of it until | got back. 


| start my truck up, popping in a Tygers of Pan Tang cassette, it's my favourite album, Crazy Nights. | turn it 
up real loud and crank down my windows, before pulling out of the garage and making my way out to my 


favourite record store. 


Blasting down the streets of Hollywood singing as loud as | can, | forget all of the strange shit that happened 
Today. | just drive. 


Bathroom Buddies. 


Author's Notes: 
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| pull up in front of the record store, turning down my music and rolling up my windows. 


This place isn't too far from the strip, so | figure I'll just pay for parking here for the night and then walk to 
the Rainbow. 


Locking my truck, | quickly step inside the store, immediately going to the "Rock/Metal" section. 


Flipping through most of the section, | come across the Tygers of Pan Tang record | had been looking for for 
months! "Spellbound" was apparently more popular than | had thought, | have been unable to find it anywhere 


until now. 


When | had finished looking through that section, | crossed the store with the records in hand, over to the 


cassette section. 


Squatting down to see the lower tapes, | pulled out a copy of something | never thought I'd see in the light of 
day. "No Life ‘till Leather", Metallica's original demo tape from ‘82. 


| flipped it over, quickly realizing it was an original. Only three dollars too! | heard these can go for up to $25 
depending on where you get them. | guess Metallica is bigger than we initially thought. 


Having looked through all the tapes and finding a few to buy, | moved over to the patches and pins that were 


on display over near the till 


| picked out a Motörhead patch and a Thin Lizzy pin, and was about to check out when a skull ring caught my 
eye. 


Now | don't really like rings but | do know someone who does. 


| picked up the skull ring and put it on top of my pile. I've got "Spellbound" by Tygers of Pan Tang, "The 
Number of the Beast" by Iron Maiden, and "British Steel" by Judas Priest on vinyl, and then four cassette 
tapes. 


| picked out "No Life ‘till Leather", "Snakebite" by Whitesnake, "Thunder and Lightning" by Thin Lizzy (| don't 
have it on tape yet), and "Led Zeppelin Il" by Led Zeppelin of course. 


| watched the clerk eye me suspiciously, | was gonna ask if there was a problem until he spoke up. 
"You're Dave Mustaine aren't ya?" Fuck, he knows me? 
"Uh yeah, why?" This guy is starting to creep me out a litte. 


"Well | recognized you, | saw you with Metallica earlier this year. | saw the demo tape and | just put two and 
two together." Oh right, | guess people know who | am. 


"Yeah, I'm out now though. Some personal inter-band conflicts and shit." He raised his eyebrows when | told 


him, | guess some people still don't know. 


"Oh really? | hadn't heard. What about the album, are you on that?" | shook my head, my long red hair flicking 


around as | do. 


"No, they replaced me for that but whatever. | still get the credits and the royalties. lm good with most of 
the band anyways so it's not too bad" 


"Oh | see, are you in any new groups?" | wish, I've been way too busy with work to even think about that. 


"No, work's got me pretty swamped. | want to start something by the end of this year though." He gives a nod 


before finishing ringing in my items. 


"That'll be $38, Cash or card?" That was actually a lot cheaper than | had thought it would be, | thought the 
skull ring would be at least twenty dollars but it was only ten. 


"Here, keep the change." | hand over a fifty dollar bill before taking my bag and heading to the door. 
"See you around Mr. Mustaine." He gives a smile and wave. 
"See yal" | call before stepping out the door. 


The warm summer breeze greets me as | step outside, | take a moment to relish in it before unlocking my 


truck. 
| hid all my new purchases under the seat, not the most genius hiding spot but it gets the job done. 


Closing and locking the door, | cross the street and make my way into the Rainbow. And like | guessed, Motley 
Crue just so happens to be playing. 


| take a seat at the bar, ordering a double shot of whiskey, trying not to pay attention to the monstrosity on 
stage. 


| don't even know who to look for, | assume if they know where | live and know my full name they'd know what 


| look like, so | just wait. And drink of course. 
About a half hour, three more whiskeys and a beer go by and | have to take a piss. 


Finishing off my second beer, | pay the bartender and walk over to the bathroom, paying no mind to the girls 


checking me out. 
Yes, | am aware that | am an attractive individual and that a lot of people like to look at me, | just pay no mind 


to it. The only person | care about like that is Cliff. Okay, maybe not just Cliff, there's James and then that 
weird kid, but I'm only in love with Cliff. 


After relieving myself, | walk over to the sink to wash my hands. Paying to attention to anything but the task 


at hand, | don't notice anyone come out of the stall. 


That is, until they hold a knife to my throat. 


Victimized. 
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Fuck, where am |? 

| look around and wherever | am looks a lot like my house, just with different stuff in it. 
| can hear talking, | just can't quite determine who it is. 

| slowly sit up from the bed l'm in, a rush of pain everywhere greeting me as | do. 


| pause for several moments, waiting until the dizziness subsides for the most part, before carefully standing 


up. 
Moving slowly and carefully, using the wall as an aid, | make my way out of the room. 

The sunlight hurts my eyes, in turn hurting my head and making me squint 

| take a moment, waiting for my eyes to adjust to the sudden light, before looking up and around. 


| see a shorter boy, who's young and fit with sandy blonde hair and it takes me a moment to piece together 


who's place l'm in. 

Its that guy, the one who | kept running into. 

But who's the other man? 

| silently wait for a minute, watching the taller man 

His long brown hair is straight and silky. l'm marvelling at it, when all of the sudden he turns around. 
"Cliff" My voice is a pathetic, hoarse groan as | utter his name. 

He locks eyes with me before coming up and pulling me into a gentle embrace. 

He's sobbing lightly, his tears wetting the shoulder of my shirt. 


He holds me for a while, before pulling away and looking me in the eyes. His eyes are so beautiful, even though 


| can tell he hasn't slept in days because of how bloodshot they are. 


| came to surprise you, he found me by chance. | thought you weren't gonna wake up. | was so scared." He 


kisses my forehead and | flinch. | must have a bruise there or something. 


"How long was | out for?" My voice still sounds.. like ass. That's the only way | can describe the sounds coming 


out of me. 


"Four days. You just slept. Never woke up to eat, to piss, nothing. You were just out." He's got worry written 
all over his face as he says this, | can tell I've given him quite a scare. 


| pull him in for another hug, | haven't seen him since May and it's early July now. 


| relish in his presence, | breathe in his scent and | listen to his every breath. | feel his steady heart beat 
against my chest and | just hold him. 


It feels like forever before we part, | press my lips to his, shivering at how velvety they are. 
My how I've missed him. 

"Are you hungry Dave?" The man, | still don't know his name, asks. 

"Yeah, I'm fucking starving." 


‘Okay, I'll start making some pancakes, why don't you two go get cleaned up and come back in about half an 
hour?" He gives a smile before turning back to whatever he was doing in the kitchen 


"Thank you." 


Cliff takes my hand in his and leads me out of the apartment. We're on the first floor, that was 4A. Holy fuck! 


He's the one who always plays bass! 
Wow, I'm sure glad | didn't break his air conditioner. 


Cliff leads me to the elevator, | try and convince him that I'll be fine to take the stairs but he won't budge. He 


doesn't want to risk me like dying | guess. 
When the elevator doors close | pull him in for another hug, | would never let go if | could 
The elevator dings, and much to my disappointment, we break apart. 


We walk hand in hand to my apartment, Cliff uses his free hand to grab my lanyard (still technically his) from 
his pocket. 


Once unlocked, he lets the door swing open and leads me in. 
| immediately rush over to the kitchen, pouring a glass of water and chugging it down. 
Fuck, | guess not drinking anything in four days will do that to you. 


Washing and drying the cup | just used, | reach up to put it away in the cupboard when | notice a sharp pain in 


my abdomen, 

| feel something run down my leg, but | dismiss it as my imagination 

"Cliff?" He's disappeared, probably went to my room to sleep. 

Every step | take the sharp pain hurts even more, so much it's burning. 

| open my door to see Cliff sleeping, so | close it and head to the bathroom. 

| turn the water on hot, waiting for it to warm up. 

Examining myself in the mirror, | see a face in the mirror that doesn't even look like my own. 
My face is bruised and swollen, there's cuts and scratches everywhere. 

Taking off my shirt | see there's even more bruising, my whole torso is different shades of bruises. 
There's cuts that look like it's from a knife. 

Moving closer to the mirror, | step in a puddle of something. 

| look down and see blood. 

| start sobbing. | can't control it. 

| don't know what the fuck happened to me. 

| guess Cliff heard me, because he came rushing in. 

He sees the blood and | can see the tears roll down his face. 

"What happened?" He asks, his eyes are the size of the moon 


"| don't know, | just started bleeding.” 


He kisses my cheek and helps me out of my blood soaked jeans and boxers, quickly taking off his jeans and 


shirt before following me into the shower. 

He helps me get clean, helps wash my hair and body and rinse it all out. 

| just stand there with my eyes closed, silently crying. 

"Dave," his voice is a whisper, but its enough to get my attention 

| open my eyes and lock eyes with him. 

"Dave | know where the blood is coming from." | know where it's coming from too. 
| nodded my head in acknowledgment. He doesn't say anything else, just pulls me into a gentle hug. 
| can't help but continue to cry, sobs wracking my body as | hold him. 

He finishes rinsing me off before turning off the water and getting me a towel. 

| feel so disgusted, so empty. 

| woke up beaten and raped, not knowing who did it or how they did it. 

Its hard to settle in, the thought of someone actually raping me. 

| tell myself over and over, I've been raped. 


I've been raped. 


(Crying) Oceans 
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| continue sobbing while Cliff gets me some clothes to wear, the bleeding had pretty much stopped since my 


shower. 
| just sit and sob on the shower ledge. 


He returns, his Scorpions shirt and red and black flannel in hand, both clothing items that he knew would 


comfort me. 


"l'Il be right back baby, I've gotta find you some jeans." | give him a small smile before drying off the tears 
and standing up. 


Now that I'm all washed up, the bruises aren't as bad as | thought they were. | mean, they're still awful and 
fucking ugly as hell, but less grotesque looking. 


In less than two minutes, Cliff returns with some jeans and boxers in hand. 

He instructs me to sit back down on the ledge of the shower and helps me get dressed. 

| wince as | stand up while he helps with my jeans, it hurts everywhere and it makes me feel weak. 
| don't like being vulnerable and | hate feeling so small. 


| can't help the tears that begin to fill my eyes again, | just wish | didn't survive this. 


| have to live with this forever. 

Why me? 

Why did it have to be me? 

I'm not generally a mean person, | try my best to be kind. 

So why the fuck did this happen? 

Cliff stands up, grabbing the shirt from the counter and slipping it over my head and arms. 
| tuck in my shirt and give him another hug. 

| know he'd never hurt me that way and | think that's why l'm letting him help me. 
| bury my face in his shoulder and cry. 

| cry for what seems like decades. 

| cry until | can't stand anymore. 

| cry even when Cliff has to carry me because | can't walk. 

| cry until | can't breathe. 

| cry until my vision starts to go black 

| cry for so long | feel like I'll never stop. 

| cry until the tears won't come anymore. 


| cry until | fall asleep in Cliffs arms. 


| wake up in an armchair draped across Cliff's arms, my legs hanging off the side of the chair. 
"Hey baby, how'd you sleep?" He greets me with a smile, moving the hair out of my face with his hand. 


"Alright | guess." | take a moment to look around and | realize that we're back in that man's apartment. 


"Cliff?" | turn my head up to look at him. 

"Yes love?" 

"Who's place are we in?" | still don't know his name. 

"His name is David. David Ellefson. He's the one who found you. You were unconscious on a sidewalk somewhere 
in the other side of town" Right, he was picking a friend up from work. Thank god he's a nice person, | don't 
know who else would've found me if he didn't: 

‘Oh, what's he like? I'm guessing you were over here quite a bit while | was out?" 

"Yeah | was, and he's very nice. Traditional small town farm boy kind of attitude, but non-traditional beliefs. He 
was raised Christian but has since fallen out of faith, his community didn't accept him because of his sexuality 
so he left. His parents still love and accept him however, they give him money when things get tight.” Awe how 
cute, his parents actually do shit for him. 

"Sounds better than any family life I've had" Nice going Dave, way to bring everyone down like always. 

"Hey, just cause someone is related to you doesn't make them family. I'm your family, they're not. I'm always 
here for you baby and | will always love and support you." As he's saying this he's stroking my hair and 


running his finger through it, a touch so gentle and soothing | could fall asleep right there. 


| shift so that I'm leaning more on his chest, wrapping my arms around him. | sit there in silence, feeling his 


warmth and listening to his steady heart beat. 
| drift off, only to be awoken by a loud crash. 
"Ah fuck! There goes the pancake batter! I'm sorry guys, I'll be a few more minutes." | hear from the kitchen 


Cliff just chuckles as a response, | don't do anything but snuggle up to Cliff even more. 


